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Rome. We feel all this in a city, too, which although her
lustre be indeed dimmed, can still count among her daugh*
ters maidens fairer than the orient pearls with which her
warriors once loved to .deck them. Poetry, Tradition, and
Love, these are the graces that have invested with an ever
charming cestus this Aphrodite of cities.

As for myself, ere the year drew to a close, I was so cap-
tivated with the life of blended contemplation and pleasure
which I led in this charming city, that I entirely forgot my
great plan of comprehensive travel that was to induce such
important results; and, not conceiving that earth could
yield me a spot where time could flow on in a more beau-
tiful and tranquil measure, more exempt from worldly
anxiety, and more free from vulgar thoughts, I determined
to become a Venetian resident. So I quitted the house of
niy fathers, which its proprietor would not give up to me,
and in which, under its present fortune, I could not bear to
live, converted Lausanne into a major-domo, and engaged a
palace on the Grand CanaL

CHAPTER VII.

THEKE is in Venice a very ancient church, situate in an
obscure quarter of the city, whither I was in the habit of
often resorting. It is full of the tombs of Contarinis. Two
doges under their fretwork canopies, with their hands
crossed over their breasts and their heads covered with
thoir caps of state, and reposing on pillows, lie on each side
of the altar. On the platform before the church, as you
ascond the steps from your gondola, is a colossal statue of a
Contarini who" defeated the Genoese. It is a small church,
built and endowed by the family. Masses are there to thie
day sung for their souls.

One sunshiny afternoon I entered this church, and ro-